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Summary: One year after Titanic, Rose still grieves deeply over the death of her beloved Jack. Still devastated, she makes a wish on a falling star. That night, she goes to sleep in 1913 and wakes up back in 1912, before she even boards Titanic. Can she save the man she loves, or will she lose him all over again?





	1. Chapter 1

_(A/N: I'm posting this in honor of the 104__th__ anniversary of the sinking of Titanic. Tonight it will hit the iceberg and begin it's journey to the bottom of the ocean. May all of the victims and survivors rest in peace)_

_April 15, 1913_

Rose Dawson shivered against the cool night air as she sat on the pier, gazing up at the star-filled sky. She had finished work hours ago. Which was good. Now she didn't have to struggle and pretend that this was just some ordinary day. She could pretend that she had never sailed on the unsinkable ship Titanic, that she had never met and fell in love with a wonderful, kind artist, just to lose him in the end. Now that work was over, she could sit here and remember and drown in her grief. It was after midnight. She did not know how long after, but she knew the moment Jack had slipped away from her was fast approaching. It was a moment she dreaded.

She closed her eyes against the memory of that moment. The feeling of his frozen hand fused to her own. The ice framing his hair and beautiful face, pale and peaceful in death. The solid thump of his frozen fingers against the door as she freed herself from his deathly grip, and the last vision of him disappearing into the depths of the ocean as she released him, making one last promise to push forward with her life.

How disappointed he would be if he could see her now.

It wasn't like she hadn't tried to move on. After they had docked, she had avoided her mother and Cal and headed in the opposite direction from the first class passengers, ignoring the vouchers given to stay at the grand Waldorf-Astoria. Instead, she accepted the invitation to stay at a house for women and the offer of some hand me down clothes. They were nothing fancy, but it was room and board and warm clothing until she was back on her feet enough to move on. She stayed in New York for only a month, ignoring the necklace she had found in Cal's coat, but using the money she had found to head off to California, thinking of Santa Monica, the one place she knew that Jack had once been.

In Santa Monica, the first thing Rose did was get a job. A small cafe owned by an elderly woman that decided that she looked like a good person, good enough to give a waitressing job to. After that, she had rented a small room. When she hadn't been working, she had been looking for an acting job and found one at a small theater. Thankfully, the hours worked out so she could keep her waitressing job in the day and her acting job in the evenings. Somewhere between jobs, she managed to visit the pier and did all the things that she and Jack had talked about and that was it. That was where she ended fullfilling her promise to Jack. All of her time was spent working and when she wasn't working, it was thinking of Jack and mourning the life that they could have had together, a life that was never to be.

She closed her eyes against the pain in her heart. She couldn't go on like this. It was killing her just as much as staying in her former life would have. The constant ache of Jack's absence, it was never leaving her and it was driving her to distraction. It had been a hard, lonely year, and by all signs it was nowhere near an end.

She opened her eyes, thinking that the time must be now when Jack had slipped away one year ago. She really had no way of telling the time, she was just going by gut feeling. She looked up at the sky and watched as a shooting star appeared in the night sky. It looked like the star that had appeared in the night sky when Jack had slipped away, when she had really became alone in the world. She also remembered what he had said about shooting stars and that you were supposed to make a wish upon them.

Following the star's path, she made a wish. It was an impossible wish, one that had no chance of coming true, but she wished for it anyway.

_I wish that I could go back and save him somehow. I wish I could save Jack. Stop him from boarding that ship or some other way. I wish I could just go back and save him..._

"Wishes can be tricky things. You have to be careful," a strange voice spoke up from beside Rose. She frowned as she found an elderly woman wearing some kind of colorful hairscarf and heavy makeup sitting next to her.

"Pardon me?"

"You just made a wish, didn't ya? I hope it was for something that you really want, because wishes have a funny way of coming true," The woman winked with a knowing smile. "Sometimes, the wishes can turn bad. Sometimes people can regret their wishes."

Rose sighed and looked at the woman with the deepest sadness in her eyes. "I would never regret mine."

"Think about it, love. Are you sure?"

"I am quite positive," Rose sighed, wishing that her dream was one that could come true. Sighing, she stood up from the bench, beginning to shiver from the chill of the early morning air. She had felt colder, but it was still rather uncomfortable.

"Good..."

Rose frowned as she turned to the woman, just to find no one there. That was strange. First she hadn't heard the woman arrive and now she definitely hadn't seen or heard her get up and leave. Maybe she had just been too focused on her own grief to notice anything. Another sign that it was time to return home.

Taking one last glance at the star-filled sky, the shooting star long gone, Rose headed for home. She had a early day tomorrow and she would need all the sleep she could get.


	2. Chapter 2

_April 10, 1912_

_Southampton, England_

Rose frowned as bright light filtered through her closed eyelids. She opened her eyes confused. She could have sworn that she had closed the curtain over her window before she had gone to sleep the night before. Her frown deepened as she heard footsteps in the room, walking back and forth and the sound of clothes being removed from her closet. What was this? Was she being robbed? At this time in the morning? What was she going to do? Should she call the police? Should she just lay there and pretend to be asleep and wait for the intruder to go away?

That last option sounded like the best one. What would they do to her if they knew that she was awake? She could always buy new clothes.

"Miss. Rose, are you awake? I must insist that you get up now, Miss. We have a ship to catch and your mother and Mr. Hockley are downstairs with breakfast waiting.

Rose's eyes popped open. That voice...it belonged to only one woman...a woman that she hadn't seen in a year...a woman that she was pretty sure was dead. "T-Trudy?"

"Yes Miss. Raise and shine!" The voice was now cheerful.

Now Rose was scared. There was no way that this could be happening. Trudy was dead. For her to be here in her apartment, she had to be a ghost. But why would the ghost of Trudy come to her and not the ghost of her beloved Jack? It didn't make any sense.

Pushing aside her fear, she opened her eyes, thinking that she must have been imagining it. She gasped again when she opened her eyes and found that she was no longer in the dingy bedroom of her small apartment in Santa Monica. No, this was a lavish bedroom of the hotel that she had stayed in with her mother and Cal before they had set sail on Titanic.

But how could that be? How did she get from LA to Southampton?

"Are you getting up, Miss? Shall I get you some water?" Trudy asked, closing the closet door. "Hurry Miss. I can lace you up real quick."

Rose was still confused. Her brain was screaming that this was all wrong. Trudy shouldn't be here! Hell, she shouldn't be here! Where was her apartment? Her clothes? Her job?!

"Trudy...did you say that we had a ship to catch?" She managed to ask, knowing that she would have to talk to this woman that looked like her supposed to be deceased lady's maid, if she was going to get any answers.

"Why yes, Miss. Don't you remember? We are heading back home on the grandest ship in the world. Titanic! It's her maiden voyage, Miss."

Rose blinked, shocked by this revelation. "Is it 1913, still?"

Trudy gave Rose a strange look, probably wondering why her young mistress was behaving so strangely and asking her about the date. "Why no, Miss. Today is April 10, 1912. Do you not remember? Are you not feeling well? Should I call for your mother? You do look awfully pale..."

That was because she was pale. All of her blood drained from her as she heard the date. 1912. How in the world did she go to sleep in 1913 just to wake up in 1912? This shouldn't be happening!

In a near panic, she thought back to the might before and what she had been doing. She remembered...sitting on the pier in Santa Monica, staring up at the stars, and making one seemingly impossible wish. She had wanted to go back to 1912 and stop Jack from boarding Titanic. She had wanted to save him! From what Trudy had just told her, it seemed that her wish had came true! She had somehow been sent through time to save Jack! But that was impossible! Wishes on stars don't really come true! That was just a silly story that people told themselves to make falling stars seem more romantic, right?

But if that was true, how was it that she was again in 1912, on the day of their departure on Titanic? If she had really been sent here to save Jack, wouldn't it be on the ship, when she had met him? Goodness, she didn't even know where Jack was before he had boarded the ship.

Maybe that was the mission. To stop Jack from boarding Titanic at all. But how could she do that when she didn't even know where he was before he had even boarded the ship? She did know that he had won the tickets in a game of poker, but where did men play poker? The docks? Restaurants? Bars...or rather pubs in England! Maybe Jack and Fabrizio were in one of those! But how was she going to find out which one? There had to be hundreds of pubs to choose from in Southampton and how was she to get away from her mother and Cal in order to do so?

This was crazy...this had to be a dream. Her mind was playing with the wish that she had made. This couldn't possibly be happening. She should wake up now. Maybe if she pinched herself…

"Ouch," She yelped in pain as she gave herself a sharp pinch. That had hurt! Which meant...this had to be real. Somehow her wish had been granted!

"Miss. Rose, are you alright?" Trudy frowned, wondering why her mistress was acting so strangely. She knew that she didn't want to marry Caledon Hockley, but this behavior was even more unusual than usual!

"I am fine, Trudy. In fact, I'm better than I've been in a long time," Rose got to her feet, a bright smile on her face. She couldn't help feeling happy. Jack was alive! He was alive and somewhere in this city! She just didn't know where...but just the fact that he was alive in this world and she could see him again, it filled her with a joy she hadn't felt in over a year.

"Miss, your mother and Mr. Hockley are awaiting you for breakfast. May I help you dress?"

Rose blinked, processing the question. It's been a year since anyone had helped her dress. It was strange to hear it requested now. Knowing that Trudy would find it strange if she refused help, she just nodded and slipped out of bed. "Of course, Trudy..."

It took a good hour for Trudy to lace up the corset, another item that Rose hadn't worn ever since the sinking, and helped her dress in the pen-stripped suit that she had worn to board Titanic the first time around. Then it was another thirty minutes to do her hair. Finally, Rose was ready for breakfast.

Ruth was waiting at the kitchen table, sipping a cup of tea. Rose didn't go in right away, though. It had been quite a while since she had set eyes on her mother. Seeing her now brought up all kinds of feelings. Love. Anger. Guilt. She wondered what her mother's reaction had been when she hadn't turned up after the sinking. Did she grieve? Did Cal take care of her or did he kick her out? Rose hadn't bothered to find out in her year of working in California. She hadn't been ready to face her mother then.

"Are you coming in, Rose or are you just going to stand there staring at me as if you have all day? I suggest that you come in and eat your breakfast and hurry. We will be leaving shortly," Ruth addressed her with out looking her way.

Rose sighed, wondering how she was going to handle her mother after a year of having nothing to do with her at all. In fact, how was she going to get out of the hotel to go search for Jack? She had to find him if she was going to keep him from boarding the ship and she couldn't do that here.

"Yes mother," Rose nodded, entering the kitchen, trying to keep up the facade of being the well brought up girl that she had once been. She had to pretend that she had never lived a year away from first class life, which was going to be hard. Sitting at that table, sitting ramrod straight and sipping tea, Rose couldn't wait until she found Jack. At least then she could relax a little.

One hour later, Rose sat in the back of the car with her mother, watching the scenery go by, on the way to Titanic. She could not think of a way to get away from her mother and Cal. She was forced to get into the car with them and make the trip to the docks. She was staring unhappily out of the car window, almost to their destination, when she spotted them. Jack and Fabrizio, entering a pub, their knapsacks slung carelessly over their shoulders.

Rose felt hope spring up inside her once again! Somehow, she had found him! She found Jack and he was a sight for sore eyes! Now all she had to do was somehow reach him and make sure that he never boarded the Titanic. How she would do that, she did not know, but she would think of something. She had to. She was here on a mission and she was going to make sure that she completed it. Nothing was going to stop her. Not her mother. Not Cal. And especially not Titanic itself.


	3. Chapter 3

Rose watched the scenery pass by as she sat in the back of the car with her mother and Cal. She had no idea how she was going to get to Jack before he boarded Titanic. Cal and her mother were both watching her like a hawk. She bristled under their watchful eyes. It's been so long since had to put up with them both that she really had no patience any longer. The memory of her freedom in the old time line was still with her and she knew that somehow, she was going to have to take it back. But how?

She couldn't come up with an excuse to leave the car without them, no matter how hard she had searched her mind. When she got out of the car, she found herself surrounded on all sides, from Cal, who was gushing about Titanic's size and luxury, just like he had in the first time line, and Trudy, who was carrying her things. It wasn't until they were on board Titanic and in the stateroom when Rose was struck with an idea. She had to be quick though if she was going to reach Jack before he won that game.

"Trudy, I think I had left my favorite necklace at the hotel. Tell mother that I've gone back to retrieve it and will return," Rose turned to her frowning maid. She felt bad for lying, but there was no choice. If she was going to save Jack, she had to get off the ship now and the only way to do that was to lie.

"But Miss. Rose, I had packed everything. There is no way the necklace could have been forgotten," the maid frowned worriedly. If the necklace really had been left, it could mean her job. Surely, Miss. Rose wouldn't fire her, but Mrs. Ruth was another story.

"Oh not to worry, Trudy. I will be back before the ship sets sail. Mother and Cal won't even know that I've gone," Rose quickly waved, feeling bad for the position that she was putting the maid in, but there was no other choice. She had to get to Jack. She couldn't let her tender feeling towards Trudy get in the way.

Pushing away her guilt, she turned around and quickly walked into the sitting room. Looking around, she was relieved to find that Cal, her mother, and Cal's valet was nowhere in sight. Not wasting anymore time, she left the suite and made her way to the deck and down the ramp where passengers were mainly boarding. She was the only one stepping off the ship.

"Miss?" The officer frowned as she approached.

"Sir, I must get off the ship. I had forgotten something at the hotel. I shall return quickly," Rose explained, hoping that it would be enough for the officer to let her through. For a second, she thought that the man would refuse, but then he just nodded and stood aside.

"Hurry Miss. It won't be long now," the officer warned.

"Thank you," Rose nodded, hurrying down the ramp. She had just stepped off the ramp when she heard a familiar voice call after her.

"Miss! Miss Rose! Wait for me!"

Rose frowned when she turned to see Trudy coming after her, her face pale and hurried. "Trudy, what are you doing?"

"If the necklace is left, it is my fault, Miss! It is only right that I come along too. Plus it's not safe for a young lady to wonder the streets alone."

Rose didn't know how to respond to this. She hadn't taken into consideration that poor loyal Trudy would insist on coming along. What could she say to change her mind? Should she change her mind? After all, Trudy had died as well, sent to her death thanks to her oh so loving mother. If she took Trudy with her, she would be saving her life as well as Jack's.

"Very well, Trudy. Come along, follow me. We must hurry," Rose turned and continued on her way, not really knowing where she was going. She just knew that it was a pub near here. It wasn't too far away, because according to Jack, it had been a quick sprint to the ship for them.

Rose looked around, taking in her surroundings, trying to decide in which direction to go. There wasn't time to waste.

"Miss. We should take a car to the hotel," Trudy cleared her throat, confused about why Rose had stopped and looked around as if she had no idea where they were going.

"Hush Trudy. I know what I'm doing," Rose scalded, deciding to ask for directions to the nearest pub.

"But Miss. Rose," Trudy again objected just to be silenced by a stern look from Rose. Rose was never one to threaten her job, but Trudy still didn't like to push her luck with her young mistress.

"I am going to have ask someone," Rose mumbled to herself, looking around for someone local. She felt a flash of relief when she noticed a man leaning against a stack of crates. He looked to be a dock worker. She rushed up to him, hoping that he could be of some help in finding her soul mate before he went running to his doom. "Sir, can you tell me where the nearest pub is?"

The man frowned, surprised that someone as finely dressed as this girl would want to go to a pub instead of boarding the luxury liner before them. "There's one just down the way there there, love. Are you sure that it's a pub you are looking for?"

Rose grinned, grateful to this stranger. Jack was not far away at all! "I'm positive! Thank you sir!"

She turned and rushed down the sidewalk and spotted her destination right ahead! It was the exact pub she had seen Jack and Fabrizio rush into earlier.

"Miss. Rose, what are you doing? This is not the hotel?" Trudy rushed up, out of breath. She was so confused at this point. It was obvious to her now that Rose had no intention of returning to the hotel. She had no idea what her mistress was up to and Rose didn't seem in the mood to explain.

"You're right Trudy. I think we may be lost. Let's go in and ask," Rose grinned, almost maniacally. She didn't seem to care how she may look to Trudy, right now her only focus was Jack and stopping him from getting on that ship. "Come along, Trudy."

Trudy had no choice but to follow Rose into the pub which was not as crowded as a pub usually was. She stood beside Rose as the redhead looked around. "I will go ask about the hotel, Miss."

Rose just nodded, her eyes scanning the room for any sign of Jack. Relief filled her when she spotted him and Fabrizio, seated next to a window that looked out at the Titanic. He was a sight for sore eyes indeed. His blond hair hung in his eyes as a cigarette dangled from his lips. His eyes were glued to the cards in his hand.

"Jack you pazzo," Fabrizio glared at his friend. "You bet everything we have!"

Jack took the cigarette out of his mouth and let the smoke escape his lips as he spoke. "When you got nothing, you got nothing to lose."

Rose stood there for a second, just staring at him, drinking his presence in. It was like a cool balm to her aching soul. It's been a year since she had set eyes on him. A year since she had heard his voice. Hearing it now...it was like someone had given her a refreshing glass of water after being in the desert for so long.

Trudy's voice brought her back to reality. "Miss. I know the way to the hotel."

Rose knew she didn't have long. At any moment, Jack was going to win and he was going to be gone, running to meet his death. She had to stop him and there was only one way that would make sense.

"Alright, moment of truth. Somebody's life is about to change," Jack looked at his opponents, his poker face fully in place.

If nothing else, Jack was a gentleman...he would never leave the side of a lady in distress…

Placing a hand to her head, she pretended to stumble over to Jack's table and just as he was about to declare that he had a full house, she let herself fall into his lap, pretending to go into a dead faint, causing him to drop his cards to prevent her from hitting the floor.

"Miss Rose!" Trudy gasped as she spotted her employer fall into a strange man's lap, in what looked to be a fainting spell. Which was strange, because Rose was never prone to them before.

"Waoh! Someone help!" Jack called, his arms closing around the unconscious girl as he gently lowered her onto the floor. "Fabri, your jacket! Put it under her head! Does someone have a blanket?"

"Bloody women," another man cursed, but was ignored by everyone else who was gathering around the small group.

Jack was so busy, he didn't even see the opponents in the game grab the tickets and leave, in a hurry to catch their trip to America that they had almost lost. Jack didn't care though, his full attention was on this poor girl that had fallen right into his lap. If the situation wasn't so serious, he would have laughed.

"Go get the girl some water," the pub keeper barked at someone nearby. "Give way, folks! Give the lady room to breathe!"

Feeling herself be lowered down onto someone's coat, Rose chose then to open her eyes and gasped when she found herself staring into a familiar sea of blue. How many times had she gazed into those eyes? How much had she missed them? More than words could say…

"Jack?" She gasped, wanting to touch him and run her hands through his hair, just to make sure that he was really there.

Jack frowned confused, wondering how she knew his name.

"You know her, Jack?" Fabrizio asked, curious.

"No. I've never seen her before in my life," Jack answered, his own eyes unable to look away from the beautiful girl that had fallen into his lap. "At least, I don't think I have. Have we met before, Miss? How did you know my name?"

Suddenly it hit Rose like a ton of bricks. She knew Jack...but he didn't know her! Which meant that he wasn't in love with her at all! She was just a stranger that he was kind enough to catch as she fell! The knowledge made her want to cry. Yes, she had saved Jack. He wasn't going to freeze to death that awful night when Titanic sinks. But he didn't know, nor did he love her. She was a stranger to him.

Which left only one question.

What was she going to do now?


End file.
